And if this love, though placed so,
From profane mm* you hide,
Which will no faith on this bestow,
Or if they do deride:

Then you have clone a braver thing
Than all the Worthies did.
And a braver thence will spring,
Which is, keep that hid,

THE   SUN    RISING

Busy old fool! unruly Sun!

Why dost them thus

Through windows and through curtains look on us ?

Must to thy motions lovers seasons run ?

Sawcy pedantick Wretch! go, chide

Late school-boys, or sour 'prentices;

Go tell court-huntsmen that the king will ride;

Gall country ants to harvest offices;

Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime*

Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time*

Thy beams so reverend and strong.
Dost thou not think